326                 THE VOYAGE OUT
reached their faces, or the trees which were massed
ron the sides of the river.
Soon Wilfred Flushing slept, and Hirst slept.
Hewet alone lay awake looking straight up into the
sky. The gentle motion and the black shapes that
were drawn ceaselessly across his eyes had the effect
of making it impossible for him to think, Rachel's
presence so near him lulled thought asleep. Being
so near him, only a few paces off at the other end
of the boat, she made it as impossible for him to
think about her as it would have been impossible
to see her if she had stood quite close to him, her
forehead against his forehead. In some strange
way the boat became identified with himself, and
just as it would have been useless for him to get up
and steer the boat, so was it useless for him to
struggle any longer with the irresistible force of his
own feelings. He was drawn on and on away from
all he knew, slipping over barriers and past land-
marks into unknown waters as the boat glided
over the smooth surface of the river. In profound
peace, enveloped in deeper unconsciousness than
had been his for many nights, he lay on deck watching
the tree-tops change their position slightly against
the sky, and arch themselves, and sink and tower
huge, until he passed from seeing them into dreams
where he lay beneath the shadow of vast trees,
looking up into the sky.
When they woke next morning ihey had gone
a considerable way up the river; on the right
was a high yellow bank of sand tufted with trees,
on the left a swamp quivering with long reeds
and tall bamboos' on the top of which, swaying
slightly, perched vivid green and yellow birds. The
morning was hot and still. After breakfast they
drew chairs together and sat in an irregular semi-
circle in the bow. An awning above their heads
protected them from the heat of the sun, and the